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WHO's WHO? 


Matt Lampiasi, this month's cover artist, looks 
very like the tuxedoed character in said picture. 
Currently one of those art student types at HCC., 
Matt recently broke out of his teens to a round of 
applause. 
Dan Hathaway was once known as 
VAGUEMAN, but times change and self respect 
has taken it's toll in the shape of a new character, 
SIR EEL, who is introduced this page. Dan wears 
a button upon his lapel: "Visualize whirled peas." 
Really. 
Renrut's work was most recently to be seen in Z 
Magazine. 
Carlo Valone, PP's mainstay of political 
polemnity, is also "a former teacher, developer of 
non-western history curricula and a philosophical 
anarchist." Food and writing round out the man 
they couldn't break from Williamsburg. 
Rebeccah Keating, locally produced young lady. 
She grew up in Northampton, graduated from 
Northampton High School, worked in every 
restaurant in Northampton, went out with this guy 
in Northampton, did lots of interesting stuff and 
now she goes to Brandeis University. 
Leah Ryan has something to say for herself: "My 
paralyzing angst would be lessened by a lap top 
computer and the ability to transform myself into 
a 90 pound polar bear at will." She also wears a 
button that reads "Fuck censorship." 
Jessica Willis "paints and writes, talks a good 
game. Recently graduated UMASS with an 
undergraduate degree in Fine Arts. Has been 
writing (unpublished) teen romance novellas 
since she was thirteen years old." She says. 
Laura Brown is a reincarnated Smithie. A 
restaurant magnate (of sorts) from Boston she's 
back in the area to flex a little creative muscle, do 
the theatrical thing and rant, as she does in these 
pages. 
Michael Carris co-founded Extremos ("the 
mysterious floating nightclub"), went to Florida 
at the end of last year and sent a post card to the 
Bay Side Bar and Grill. He's Irish, tends to be 
pleasant and in the summer I remember he'd sit in 
the park a lot. I think. 
Corwin Erixon, skate boarder, biker, city slicker, 
UMASS graduate. 
: Joel Paxton works at the Laundromat next to 
YOU. You leave this till the last minute on purpose so you make no sense and you take Sage familiar on that Deli igo ise 
@ up space and all those lovely poems, those earnest appeals to conscience gather dust till erates and errand feebabp Vee 
next time. And when the hell is the next time anyway? A month, a monthly ? Believe it Sara Ehlers practices philosophy from an 
when I see it boy. Hack job: an open forum can't exist because anybody with anything undergraduate vantage point at a local state = 
worth saying isn't saying it. You're wasting your time. Get a degree, make love, stare at a. ” university. abe used io, study ec ea : 
wall, try writing again. Break out of the cut and paste. Nobody reads anyway. Words are © aaa Seer Be Seni roa 
only for court dockets and sweet nothings. Run away little boy, run away. Fuck you. hier of xd eolons andl Malt Tohiazen, 
Blair Wilson, our token mystery woman artist 
from Seattle where everything's enigmatic 
anyway. ; 
Tessa Westbrook is deputy editor of a 
publication that specializes in Eastern European 
investment banking, published out of New York. 
One must, one supposes, start somewhere. At one 
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It could not be used in its old sense of “politically free” or 
“intellectually free,” since political and intellectual freedom no 
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“This dog is free from lice” or “This field is free from weeds 
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Editor & Publisher William Georgiades. 
Support Sarah Ehlers, Dan Hathaway, § time she went to Hampshire College. Photo from 
Leah Ryan, Chris Weelander. India six or seven years ago when investment 


| s banking seemed so far away. 
Intern Tany, a from Hamp shire. Steve Paleri moved to San Francisco a couple of 


weeks ago. What do you say? 
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PRIDE'S 


No Hallmark, no Hummels, no Het-fest. 
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See the World 
Before It Ends! 


Has anyone else noticed the feeling 

of unreality that television news has 
been invoking lately? See the world 
with your own eyes. 

© Meet fellow travelers 

e Find alternative destinations 

e Experience different cultures 


The new guide to traveling through the 


We have Haring, and Hothead, and 
Hansen, and Hockney, and ... 


(come find out) 


Here's a coupon for 10% off your purchase. 
Cut it out. Put it in your wallet. Exp. 4/1/92 


K Send SASE to: 
The Crash Network 
519 Castro Street #7 
San Francisco, CA 

94114 USA - 


Northampton - 20 Crafts Ave. Open 7 days 
1 Provincetown - 182 Commercial St. Open Fri- Mon 
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I want to dream 

during the daytime 

and visit cinemas at night 

listen to the rain 

and the hum of electric clocks 

alone in the city 

alone in my room 

without watching television 

I want to watch 

someone who is sleeping 

a shadow undressing 

I want to fall 

deep into the mouth 

of another human being 

taste the world again 

let it dissolve on my tounge 

like Catholics 

suck their host 

like Indians 
| eat their peyote 

, ssssanseatc at cae icenisgb test coinonusendeane like asphalt streets, swallow. a, SUNSC ts scares ca ere se ge toe os 
eae cai arr REE A GeO ee LLIN od 
| ; until the streets 

turn into deserts 

and I find myself 

lost in the sands 

searching for the words 

of exquisite beauty 

or drifting in the night 

like Hart Crane 
floating.in the current i 
looking for the bridge 
to Belle Isle. 
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: | To my UNTRAINED eve||People could SENSE 
LONDON for 4OPENCE || everything was SPOTLESS. || whata $LOB “-E was. 
Icould EAT i That WON'T be% you'RE the\ .-Z: Ne ea 
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SS Denis 


1963. Like many BOY 
I never bothered learning 
HOW to clean. 


YouCALL this plaste. 
clean? 


That's why Twas GLAD 
to tackle the biggest 
PIGSTY in Hampstead. 


Out, out damned spot.) 
\ Coe SS " - 


Her indolent SON and 
loutish HUSBAND Kept 
things plenty Messy. 
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00 we Set Up an 
EXCLUSIVE arrangement. 


Normally IT HAVE to give 
lOout of every 40 pence 
to the business. Bot if I 

clean your house. PRIVATELY, 
you PAY the same, and 
LT Keep ALL the money. ; 
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i She planned a PARTY so | iSo TL leftaneat brown 
a PUT ina little extra effort | RING around the wal |. 
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time to get 
Qa ladder. 


Notes From the 


Fr inge by Carlo Valone 


Sadly the rich have again used’ 


their control of "the law" to crush the 
poor. Both at home and abroad by their 
selective enforcement, lobbyist authored 
legislation or simple grinding of the 
majority opposition in the costly and 
torturous judicial apparatus they have 
accomplished their periodic plundering 
of the economy. aes 

It is pointless to review how 
this was accomplished through anti 
union laws, secret national security 
directives, "alliance for progress" cloaks 
for imperialism, unlimited bank deposit 
insurance etc. The deeds have been 


done. It is too late to close the barn 
door. The only thing we can do now is 
ask ourselves what lies ahead and how 
do we plan to respond. 

As in the case of the last 
wholesale looting that took place in the 
1920's, those making up the base of the 
income pyramid (under $40,000 per 
year) will be expected to bear the brunt 
of the burden caused by the 1980's 
binge. The rich will escape largely 
unscathed. In fact, like the Fords, 
Mellons, Vanderbilts and Rockerfellers 
before them, their fortunes will grow. 
It's simply a matter of mathematics. The 
bulk of the people will be called upon to 
pay "their" debts (public and private) to 
those who so willingly shepherded them 
into debt. 

a Alread ‘his debt is be yond th 


“means of the majority of workers and 


it's still rising. As they are called upon 
to pay for the growing environmental 
disaster, decaying infrastructure, failing 
banks and collapsing health care system 
they will have nothing to spend on 
consumption. Unable to fulfill their 


primary functions as consumers they 
will find capitalism's doors closed. 
Capitalism only welcomes the worker 
when he has something to offer; we're 
not talking charity here. The super rich 
will expect their victims to accept 
responsibility for the mess and find an 
honorable solution (which means pay 
the debt). 

Given the impending collapse 
of. the Soviet Union (which is being 
blamed on their errant leftist ways) the 
only options that will gain any hearing 
or following among the establishment 
(government, church, media, education) 


will be fascist in nature. Their are no 
worker parties to put forth a worker 
. oriented agenda. The Democratic party 
sounds more like the party of big 
business than the Republicans. With 
few exceptions "solutions" being 
proposed by university based political- 
economists fall into the category of how 
do we fix the existing system of 
production and distribution and make it 
work. These apologists refuse to 
recognize that the system never 
functioned for the benefit of the 
majority; after all they're all doing quite 
well. 
Given the depressing scenario 
(which many of us predicted and is 
surely coming) what can be done? What 
should be done? The answer is nothing. 
It wasn't our party; we shouldn't be 
_ expected to clean up. the mess. Just try 


ae 


~~ to’take care of yourself and those dear 


to you, to hope for anything more is a 
revolutionary. delusion. The death 
squads will be coming home to apply 


the kind of austerity and discipline they - 


have been enforcing on third world 
_ debtors. Be careful. 


Ayr 


Corporate 
Accounts 
elcome! 


PARADISE COPIES 


30 Crafts Avenue, Northampton ° 585-0414 
Monday-Friday 8:30-10 ¢ Saturday 9-5 ¢ Sunday 12-7 


Complete 
photocopying 
services: 
self-serve, 
oversize, color 
¢ Computer 
Typesetting 
e Image Scanning 
¢ Binding 
° Fax service 
¢ Printing Services 


through 
a variety of 


printers 
¢ Competitive 
Rates 


NORTHAMPTON 


Very Good Food | 
Lunch and Tea Everyday | | 
Dinner : Tuesday through Sunday 
Closed Monday Dinner 


586-5650 
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His given name was Victor 
Frederick William Cavendish-Bentinck, 
and he was the ninth Duke of Portland. 
His friends called him Bill Portland and 
a lot of people called him Your Grace or 
the Duke, but he allowed me to call him 
Grandpa. 

I met Bill Portland through his 
grandson William, with whom I was 
traveling that summer. ‘It was July of 
1989 and I was experiencing an 
exhilarating first ever trip to England 
and beyond and the frail old man 
seemed to exhale all of the dignity and 
sophistication that I, in my more 
idealistic moments, had envisioned as 
what England was all about. 

The good man was elegant and 
kind, and when he spoke of his family, 
the old days, his career as diplomat, and 
his surviving love for his country, one 
could easily imagine the high esteem 
he'd earned and deserved throughout his 
long life. He seemed to embody the 
concept of grace. é 

I knew he was delicate- he was 
wheelchair bound, his left eye had been 
removed, four operations in two years 
had taken their toll, and he was, after 
all, ninety three years old. His spirit 
was thriving though, and his sharp mind 
had not faded in the least. The long 
afternoons I spent with him and Will 
that summer are among my happiest and 
most important memories. 

The next time I was in England 
was that December, when I was 
spending the holidays with Will's 
family. I suppose that in the 
intermittent months we had both grown 
a bit older; apparently only one of us 
had grown wiser. I was taciturn and a 
sort of non-participant in life, since I'd 
dropped out of school to-build a wall 
etween normalcy at nd myself I cau 
begin to explain or justify any of this 
business, and I suspect that even then I 
knew that there was something not quite 


TESSA WESTBROOK 


GRANDPA STORY 


right about my chosen course of 
activity. 


Mr. Grandpa knew, I think, 


what the situation was, and I give him 
enormous credit for not telling me 
outright, in his ninety three year old 
wisdom, to stop stooging around and to 
get on with it, put the silly crusade 
behind me and move forward- instead 
he directed me to the book written about 


him, not in any sort of obvious sermonic 
way, and so to this, his story. 

He'd been a success in his 
diplomatic role, particularly in the Joint 
Intelligence Committee in WW2. After 
he'd done his part he settled down in the 
government when a personal issue in his 
life was made quite public, and the 
foreign office began handing down 
moral sentences, resulting in his being 
unceremoniously dumped and awarded 
no pension. 

What he didn't have to point 
out was that instead of wallowing in self 
pity, he rose above the catastrophe, and 
instead of timidly detesting the ways of 
the world as a whole, he went to work at 
filling in the rut that had been so 
quickly created for him. He'd started 
over completely, and I knew he'd built a 
business empire, and by then that fall 
from grace was a mere bad memory. 
He hadn't allowed his vitality, his fine 
sense of humor, or his life to be 
suppressed. 

His entire story was true, yet 
he sat before me, radiating dignity. His 
undoing was certainly more devastating 
than mine, but he didn't preach, and his 
manner wasn't didactic, in fact he barely 
acknowledged that the discussion was 
about my problems, he just quietly 
pushed me in the direction I needed to 
conclusions - and this barely saying a 
word. sa 

I suppose that the best teachers 


ARRAY 


don't announce that they are wise, they 
demonstrate it. He showed me that it’s 
okay to suffer a loss of pride, because 
pride is completely expendable, but 
dignity and self acceptance are not. I 
think we both knew that the tools I 


needed to redirect myself were there. 


How could I look at those lessons and 
that lovely man and not realize what I 
had to do? 

Because he's informed me of 
all of this without self-congratulatory 
"hope" or a surreal sense of triumph, I 
was able to see how it could directly 
apply to me. He was not only an 
influence, he was an inspiration. If he 
could start over, then so could I. I was 
able to see that my successful happiness 
was more important than any one thing. 

When I returned to the United 


States I took the necessary steps to. 


complete my high school diploma 
requirements. School began to make 


- Tcannot move in, let me draw my own sense tomeagain, and thenexciteme. 1 
was going to be alive. I was going tobe 


okay. : 
When it became apparent that 


death was closing in, William called me 
and described his grandfather as 
attacked by cancer and aware that he 
was dying. At the time of his death I 
cried quietly alone in Will's bedroom, 
for though he'd lived for ninety three 
years it seemed that he'd been taken 
away too soon. I reflected on the fact 
that the dukedom had died with Bill 
Portland, and Will would not inherit it, 
but perhaps I and others like me would 
carry on his spirit of dignity and moving 
forward, if not as saliently as he'd 
managed then perhaps with love for his 
salience. 

Just recently I was reading a 
book about the structure of present day 
Britain, and his name came up and I 
thought, this man, this man was a piece 
of history, and I knew him and he 
helped me out, he really helped me 


out...I was touched by a piece of history. 
His example of a life lived with serenity 
and without regret influenced me 
significantly, and I consider myself 
lucky to have had an influence like that. - 


REBECCAH KEATING 


Don't Try This At Home 


I was working on a ‘technical 
crew at a very small theater. Elvis 
Costello was booked to play on a Friday 
night. He showed up alone with 
nothing but an acoustic guitar. At the 
show's start, he said something like, "I 
don't know what you people are 
expecting, but all I'm going to do is play 
my really early stuff on the guitar until 
I'm tired of it, and then I'm going to 
leave." 

I thought this was perfectly 
swell. I couldn't have been happier. 
The rest of the audience, however, was 
annoyed. Some of them walked out. 
Others sat frozen in their seats. I 
couldn't believe how stupid they all 
were. 

Obviously, this was a dream. 
It's nice to know I can be that arrogant 
even when I'm unconscious. I had this 
dream the night before the Billy Bragg 
show. I'd had my heart set on doing an 
interview. By this time, we'd already 
gotten the big freeze from his manager, 
but we were determined anyway. 


"There are incredible contradictions and you have to address them or 
else they destroy you." 


Pop star, 


pretty boy, P.C. poster child, stinking capitalist, propagandist, brilliant artist 
and political polemicist: Billy Bragg is many things to a lot of middle class, 
white, college kids with more than twenty dollars. As Mr. Bragg passed 
through town recently, PP went all out for a chat for a mueaber of 
contradictory reasons, but to little avail. 

Thickening the plot: while interviewer extraordinaire Leah Ryan was 
soaking her feet after a long night of stacked disappointments (story this 
page), cub reporter Will Georgiades stumbled on the singer across town and 
seized an opportunity flailingly. Both tales of woe appear with nary an 
editors’ touch, in the order of their occurrence. 


So around five o'clock the 
evening of the show, having exhausted 
all other possibilities, we were shuffling 
around outside the stage door in the 
freezing rain. We were hoping to 
convince the Iron Horse henchmen to 
speak to Mr. Bragg personally on our 
behalf. What we got were messages 


‘from his manager, to the tune of "no 


interviews." 

The main reason I didn't want 
to give up was that I thought that Mr. 
Bragg, had he known what kind of 
paper this was, considering his political 
platforms, and so on, would be happy to 
give us a few minutes of his time. I'm 
not a journalist. The P.P. isn't Spin, 
We interview (or attempt to interview) 
who we want. 

We gathered some issues of the 


‘paper, wrote a cordial yet somewhat 


confrontational note, and gave it to the 
Jerry at the door. 

Back in the freezing rain, I 
began to get a very Beckettian feeling 


from. 


(please excuse me; I'm one of those 
obnoxious "theater people"): 


A tree. A road. 

Should we hang ourselves 
now? 

No, we're waiting for Billy: 
Bragg. 

What time did he say he'd 
come? 


He didn't say.. What day is it? 

If we hang ourselves, and one 
of us dies, the other will have to do the 
interview alone. 

What interview? 


We had a conversation with a 
woman who worked in a local import 
shop. Earlier that day, she'd sold him a 
tapestry. "He's a lovely man," she said. 
Unfortunately, she did not have tickets 
to the show. 

Eventually we gave up and got 
on line with the other ticket holders. I 
tried (story of my life) not to have an 
attitude. Mr. Bragg began with an 


= accapella number about practicing what 
you preach. I guess he won us all over 
« when he poked fun at Brian Adams, and 
= even when he skewered the Clash for 
* doing an insipid advertisement. But 
vf when he trashed David Bowie, he went 

* too far for my taste. If it hadn't been for 
2 Bowie prancing around in his bisexual 
* spaceman’ suit in 1970, (when Mr. 
= Bragg was what, twelve?) a lot of other 
2 things might not have happened, or - 
- @ would have taken a lot longer. As my 
friend Laura Brown says, ‘Lou Reed, 
— Iggy Pop, and David Bowie: the Father, 
« the Son, and the Holy Spirit." 


And, although I agree with 


2 many of his political views, I didn't 
“: @ really like Mr. Bragg's preaching © 
= methods. Something about listening to 
= a lecture about capitalism followed by 


scathing jokes about all the cute shops 
in Northampton and all the fun one can 
have with a credit card doesn't sit right 


e with me. 


I live here. I know we have 
more useless trendy (but recycled!) 
garbage in this town than the average 
person can afford on a good day. A few 
years ago I found out what the national 
poverty line was and I fell so far below 


4% it, working full-time, that I laughed 


hysterically. That's where I'm coming 


So maybe Mr. Bragg has.paid 
his dues over the last decade and now 
I guess I can't 


he's upscailing a bit. 


ESROMITZONE RNS BATES 
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blame him for that. But I think if you're 
going to preach, it's best if your sermons 
match your lifestyle. Of course, 
sermons and lifestyles rarely match. 
But once you're dealing with a large 
public, this is harder to get away with. 

And maybe the upscale carries 
"the message" to a larger group of 
people. But sitting in a $20.00 seat 
saying "Rah Rah" doesn't do much for 
me in the long run. Contemplating my 
imminent Visa bill that reflects the 
ticket purchase while booing and 
hissing the evils of capitalism...well. 

I'm going to bring Fugazi into 
this. What does Fugazi have to do with 


it? Well, they offer concrete proof of - 


something that other people talk about. 
They don't just talk about "fighting the 
system." They have their own record 
label and they charge what they want. 
They insist on a $5.00 door price and 
all-ages shows. 

The biggest, most important 


thing this does for me is show me it's _ 


possible. It inspires me to try it at 
home. 

This doesn't make Mr. Bragg a 
political criminal or Fugazi political 
heroes. Their approaches are different, 
and in my life the results are different. 
It's a long way from "Gee he's cute, rah 
rah, let's go be socialists" (after which 
we all go home and probably do nothing 
any differently) to actually participating 
in an effective sub-system, simply by 
buying a $6.00 record. It's certainly 
possible that Mr. Bragg has done all 
manner of weird, cool things that I don't 
know about. But I have to admit that I'd 
prefer to pay less money to see him play 
one guitar. Maybe it's just a matter of 
taste. But the lines that stick in my head 


as classics are not things like "Don't try . 


this at home" but rather "Just because 
you're going forwards doesn't mean I'm 
going backwards." 

So I guess I'm old enough now 
to be one of those heinous people that 
goes around saying "I like the old stuff 
better." Hence Elvis Costello is playing 
"Accidents Will Happen" on a bare 
stage in my dreams and Mr. Bragg 
disappoints me lately. So excuse me if 
it makes me happy to hear old David 
Bowie on FM radio. It reminds me of a 
time when people seemed to be risking 
a lot more than they are now. I guess if 


Mr. Bragg wants to take a rest and make 
some money, I can't hold that against 
him. But I think he should take a rest 
from his high horse while he's at it. 
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We're at the Haymarket bookstore 
around 1 a.m., afew hours after a so-so 
performance by a man who comes very 
close to making integrity sexy, were it 
not for those pesky little contradictions. 
Attempts to interview Mr. Bragg were 
stonewalled repeatedly by all the usual 
culprits who inhabit the murky waters of 
the music industry. For this interview I 
gave up hope, wandered in to aforesaid 
establishment and bumped into a big- 
nosed git with a funny accent. The 
setting includes an unnamed friend of 
Mr. Bragg's, assumed to be _ his 
manager, and an almost beautiful 
woman, tainted by youth and intent. 
About a dozen folks sit behind me in 
quiet contemplation, or is it judgement? 


PP: How are you keeping yourself from 
getting institutionalized? 

BB: Basically by making sure that 
everything I do is fueled by moral 
passion. Rita Mae Brown said that art is 
entertainment mixed with moral 
passion. Moral passion without 
entertainment is propaganda and 
entertainment without moral passion is 
[television etc.]. 

PP: Do you consider yourself a 
propagandist? 

BB: No, because propaganda is a very 
low form of distributing information. 


~ PP: More of an advocate then? 


BB: I like to think I'm someone who 
attempts to get a different perspective 
which does sound a bit like a 
propagandist but I don't wish people to 
believe in everything I say, I wish for 
them to be provoked by it rather than 
accept it. As such I'm willing to discuss 
both my really bright ideas and your 
really dumb ideas so that people get an 


idea of How broad it is, so that people’ 


realize I have doubts. 

PP: I've never seen you trash so many 
bands before. 

BB: Part of my job is to break down the 


barriers between myself and the 


audience. Right? In order to do that I 
have to strike a chord of things that we 
have in common. Right? People come to 
gigs here and a number of them are at 
college and university. I never did any 
of that. A number of them are probably 
very interested in books that I've never 
seen. The audience are bloody 
foreigners, they live in a foreign culture 


but there are things that we have in 
common and in order to break down the 
barrier I've got to hit those things we 


have in common, get them in such a | 
way that it makes the audience relax so | 


in taking the piss out of Brian Adams 


{and The Clash, David Bowie, Echo and 


the Bunnymen, Classic Rock radio, 
Nirvana, the British pop charts] it's a lot 
simpler than trying to throw an esoteric 
frisbee of an idea out in the hope... 
PP: So that's setting everybody up for 
the propaganda? 

BB: You wanna make them relax, 
particularly get them to laugh about 
things that are held sacred, then in some 
ways they're laughing at. themselves. 
When I first came to America I used to 
duss Springsteen all the time and at the 
time he was considered God and if the 
audience laughed at Springsteen I knew 


I could pass any politics across. Then I. 


move up to the Smiths. 

PP: Well that's okay. 

BB: And now it's Nirvana. 

PP: How about yourself? 

BB: There were some definite digs at 
myself tonight, what was I saying? 
Something about bags of money for this 
G19 S27 / 

PP: Right. 

BB:There are incredible contradictions 
and you have to address those 
contradictions or else they destroy you. 
The Redskins never addressed the 
contradiction of being a pop group and 
Trotskyites. Marxism and Leninism as 
an idea in the Soviet Union never 
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addressed the contradiction that as 
human beings we had material and 
spiritual needs. That doesn't mean the 
average society is obsessed with 
spiritualism or materialism but it does 
mean those needs have to be catered for. 
A balance has to be struck between the 
material and the spiritual needs and 
communism has failed by trying to 
create a super man, a new soviet man 


who didn't have those kinds of feelings.” 


You're talking about social Darwinism 
aren't you, creating a new perfect race. 
There's no such thing. Give me a flawed 
‘man every time. Lorretta Lynn once 
said there's only one man perfect and 
look what happened to him. So I'm not 
really having a go at those bands in a 
serious context. I mean we almost had a 
fight with a geezer on the last tour about 


the Clash. People take this shit 
seriously. If I never made another 
record the world wouldn't end. : 

PP: So what do you do with all your 


contradictions? Just try to accept 


yourself? 

BB: Well if you can't resist them you 
snap... 

PP: I thought it was real interesting you 
talking about walking through Thornes 
and having a charge card and all... 
Manager: Well what do you think he 
should do, think he should throw them 
away... 

BB: Think I should sit in a hotel room 
all day worryin' about . . . 

PP: Not at all I just... 

BB: I'm in America right? Therefore I 
want to. experience American culture 
and American culture at it's highest is 
shopping. That's what America’s given 
the world: shopping. 


"You have to prostitute 
yourself to sell records. .. To 
get access to that kind of sized 
media you've got to make 
concessions." 


So we're in America: Shop. Go to 
Rome: Shop. When I go to Paris I shop. 
You can tell a lot about a community 
from the kinds of shops it's got. Go toa 
town with no book shops, go to a town 


with no record shops. You learn a lot. 


more about a country from looking at 
it's shops than you do from reading 
books or looking at museums. You 
know when we went to Leningrad, what 
it was called then, everyone said you 
must go look at the Rembrandt's , the 
Van Goghs. Fuck me I can see them in 
London. Go to the shoe shops, go to the 


meat shops. Go to a record store. I used _ 


to work in a record store, I know what 
they look like, let me see a record shop 
so I can match up something. The 
Rembrandts in London and in Russia 
are just the same so when I come to 
Northampton I want to wander round 
literally. 

Manager: You walk around Kalamazoo 
and all the stores are closed but there's 


ten American flags flying on every — 


block. 

BB: That's the strongest image I have of 
the midwest, down in Kalamazoo. 
Manager: All the stores were closed 
We couldn't find a place to eat, but they 


had American flags flying on every 


block. : 
BB: Big ones too, big scary ones. 


PP: (gets to daydreaming as Mr. Bragg | 


waxes politic with his adoring fans) 
BB: You've asked some questions for 
someone who didn't have any. 

PP: Have I? 

BB: Yeah. 

PP: There's one little one sticking in my 
head. 


BB: Go on then, give us a little one 
(chuckles from the entourage). 

PP: You do this a lot huh? 

BB: It's my job. 


PP: Well, I was talking to this band 


Fugazi last year (April 1991 issue) and I 
remember they made a point of keeping 
their shows down to five dollars. They 
wanted to reserve the right to suck, and 
I couldn't help but think of that when I 
saw the ticket price ($18.50 to $20.50) 
for your show. I'm sure you could give 
me the breakdown and justify it but. .. 
BB: There is no justification is there, no 
justification for pricing yourself out of 
the market, but you do have to deal with 
the facts. One, you do have to cross the 
Atlantic. Two, there's nine of us. Three, 
if the prices were too high nobody 
would come so somewhere in the 
supply and demand graph we must be 
pinching it vaguely right. There's a time 
and a place and a reason for doing free 


shows and then you have to prostitute: 


yourselves to sell records. You know 
why we're in America? see 
PP: (dumb look) 

BB: To do the Johnny Carson show. 
PP: When are you going on? 

BB: Um, the 27th. 

PP: Huh. 

BB: See, the way we choose to do it 
means we get on Johnny Carson. 
Doesn't mean we're better than Fugazi 
or hipper than them or any shit like that, 
but to get access to that kind of sized 
media you've got to make concessions. 
Young lady fan: Fugazi doesn't even 
give interviews. 

PP: They gave us one. 

BB: (Not hearing the interviewer) Even 
on Johnny Carson? Well. . . . respect 
that, but I would argue that you've got 
to... 

YLF: That's right. 


BB: . . .got to get closer to the belly of’ 


the beast. . 
YLF: Yeah. 


BB: That by being ideologically pure 
and sound you're not really interacting, 
not really moving with the mortals. If 
you want to get involved in something 
like the Labor Party who are up to their 
necks in corruption. In order to move 
them .you have to get in the shit with 
them. In order to move something . . . 


.YLF: Yeah (accompanied by some 


furious nods of understanding). 
PP: Infiltration and change from 
within? 


BB: No, not infiltration, more or less 
like running and. taking a flying dive at 
them, see if that might change the 
system. If you have a choice between 
ideological purity or um getting 
engaged, actually getting stuck in, then 
ideological purity isn't going to change 


anything. It's worse than sitting on the | 


fence, ideological purity. You're so far 
to the left or to the right that you're not 
really involved in the MAINSTREAM 
of day to day activities that most of the 
people on the planet are. 


Life isn't all politics. Life isn't ° 


all struggle. Struggle’s really important 
but so is playing soccer, dancing to soul 
music, eating ice cream, taking the dog 
for a walk. These are the important 
things to do and we as artists have to 
find a way to inflict, to strike a chord. If 
we exclude all those things I just 
mentioned then we're also excluding a 
lot of people. I'm not saying that in 
order to make good art you have to cast 
your net really wide. Quite the opposite 
is true. In order to strike a chord with 
another individual that you've never met 
and you have no idea of their 
experience, what you have to do is look 
inside yourself and go as deep as you 
can in your own experience, your own 
feelings and your own fears, because 


although we all have different: 


experiences on a day to day basis, the 
ones you feel about, the frustrations, the 
joys, the fears are broadly speaking 


quite similar, male, female, Giants . 
. supporter, Buffalo Bills supporter, you 


know, the same kinds of feelings that's 


-how you strike the common chord, by 
‘looking deeply within yourself and = 
. being as honest as possible. 


Manager: (Gives the two minutes 
signal with fingers, behind a hand, to 
the right of my direct eye sight.) 

PP: And you strike there? 


BB: That's what I try to do. 

PP: Thanks. 

BB: That's the end, the traditional 
journalist end. 

PP: Is it? 

BB: Yeah. 


Amazing! - 


te 


GLASSWORKS 


Her grandparents took her to 
Italy for graduation; she felt she wasn't 
deserving of such a trip. She didn't 
even want to go, really. Europe was 
filthy, especially in June. Nan and Gog 
(the pet names Madelaine had given her 
dead mother's parents long ago) paid for 
everything, as usual, and that was the 
worst part. Madelaine lied and told 
them she was broke; in truth, she had a 
couple grand in savings, earned in one 
night during a live phone sex gig. Now 
she was in Venice, hacking at the 
vaporetto vapors from the fantail of the 
boat, staring into the Grand Canal with 
guilty boredom. 

Nan and Gog were sitting 
inside the bus, beaming at her. 
Madelaine tried to beam back. Jesus, 
they look so young, Madelaine thought. 
So handsome. They were the second- 
to-last generation to believe in hard-core 
tanning. At that last thought, Madelaine 
caught sight of her own shapeless, 
peachy white upper arm, slung over the 
edge of the vaporetto. Last night she 
was in Florence, and Hectore had kissed 
her there, said "you make me crazy," 
only in Italian, and now she tried to 
remember how to say it, but it was 
gone. 

Nan was on the fantail now, 
squeezing her granddaughter's hand. 


"This is our stop, Nanny's Girl," she . 


grinned. "Can you see it?" Madelaine 
looked past Nan's shoulder and saw St. 
Mark's bobbing off the port side of the 
vaporetto. The square was teeming with 
tourists and pigeons. : 

Everywhere I go, I feel like 
native, Madelaine thought, and was 
proud of that revelation. Never excited 
like Nan is. 


"Looks like Times Square,” 
Madelaine lied, knowing Nan wouldn't 
hear it., or even get it. Nan thought she 
had been working in a pharmacy for the 
past year, bumming rent money off 
Dad. It was a good thing that Nan didn't 
know that Madelaine was making rent 
in one hour behind a thick pane of glass, 
talking shit. 

I've seen better. Show me your 
pussy. Your face don’ do it for me 

Let me see that big dick first. 
Tell me how you want me to suck it. 

You tell me. 


""Santo Marco!" He yelled, 
and the boat bumped against the gate. 
Madelaine opened her eyes and noticed 
that she was first in line to get off. Nan 
and Gog were behind her. One of them 
was holding on to the back pocket of 
her jeans and the feeling there annoyed 
the hell out of her. 

: Someone had swept the trash 
to the edges of the vast square. 
Madelaine noticed that first. It was an 
effort to look up at the sky and try to 
figure out if what her book said about 
the "silvery, misty Venetian light" was 
true, or if the last art history paper of 
her undergraduate career was just a load 
of parroted crap. It certainly was a hazy 
sky, low over the domes of the Doge 
palace. "This famous light that inspired 
the likes of Titian, Tintoretto and 
Veronese," she thought, and realized she 


was quoting her paper and the fat art . 


history book at the same time. 

"We have to be at the doors of 
the palace in five minutes," Gog 
announced, not looking back at her 
"The tour'll leave without us." He was 
rushing Madelaine and Nan through the 
crowd of tourists now, not bothering to 
stop and admire anything. She liked 
him suddenly. J hate wandering too. 
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Inside St. Mark's church it was 
cool and dark. When her eyes got used 
to it she looked up and the domes were 
gold. So what? I've seen it all before. 
Poker faced apostles stared back down, 
hands raised in benediction. She 
noticed that it was impossible to make 
eye contact with them. 

Can't tell if you look over their 
shoulders. Fucking glass is covered 
with cum n’ finger grease anyway. 
Can't see jack shit. Fucking hate 
looking into their grubby little faces. 
Just play with yoself n’ talk into the 
phone thing. : 

Stop. You like the floor better. 
She liked the floor of the church better. 
It was mosaic, a huge lion design, the 
symbol of Mark. The surface was all 
bumpy and even, from centuries of 
living with the unstable Adriatic earth. 

"St. Mark's is a_ perfect 
synthesis of the Latin, Greek and 
Moorish influence that has defined 
Byzantine Venice since its 
colonization," the guide was saying. "A 
meeting of East and West." He paused, 


weighing his words. What a flippin 
scholar you are, pal. I'd rather tell you 
what to look at. Madelaine hated tours. 


- Two days ago she was looking at David 
at the Academy in Florence, circling 


him, scanning her mental dictionary of 
pick up lines. When she finally 
accepted the fact that he was marble and 
totally uninterested, she watched the 
throngs of tourists photograph him. She 
used up the rest of her roll 
photographing them. They're not really 
looking at him. Thinking about going 
home, sitting in front of the air 
conditioner. 

The guide said, "I won't load 
you down with dates...let's talk style." 
Madelaine might have been interested if 
the discussion was all about dates. No 
use trying to make us feel what 
Michelangelo felt when he finally pried 
his lover's body from that stone. God, 
polishing that body must have been 
orgasmic. The tourists were shifting 
back and forth, bored. Don’t try to 
make five hundred years seem like 
yesterday. Keep us mystified. 

_ "Take a picture, honey," Nan 
whispered. Suddenly they were in 
Venice again. 

"Not enough light,” Madelaine 
repeated for the millionth time since 
they landed in Rome six days ago. 

_ "Notice the gold leaf that 
covers the four domes,” the guide 
droned. "I bet all you Jewish folks 
listening can appreciate it...paper thin 
sheets of gold leaf. Little bit like the 
gold district in Manhattan. Heh.” 

Gog's posture changed. 
"Scheissherr. Kikehating mutherfuck," 
he whispered in Madelaine's ear. When 
Gog was mad, her heart would usually 
stop. His gorgeous Israeli features 
would hideously regroup, all the 
information in his blue eyes. She would 
suck her thumb and cower until his 
anger subsided and his face calmed. 
You have to include everyone in your 
anger, don't you? Sure, I'll play along. 
Her heart beat fast. Without taking her 
eyes away from his, "The Byzantine era 
started south in Ravenna in the early 
fifteenth cen-tur-ee!” she was singing, 
rhythmically clapping her hands to the 


that's what we like 


Corwin Erickson 
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beat. "Then a while later, it got so hip, 
Goth God Alaric got Byzzie and chased 
em north to here!" She was jumping 


around like an ape. Gog's legs weren't 
as strong as they used to be, but he 
gleefully joined his granddaughter in the 
disruptive history lesson. 

"There y'go," a black lady said, 
nodding her approval. "She's the best 
tour guide in Venice." 

Nan and the guide looked 
apoplectic. "Honey, look at the 
ceiling!" Nan roared, louder than 
everyone. By this time, Gog and 
Madelaine were stomping around in 
circles, clapping and hooting. Palace 
guards appeared from behind the 
scaffolding near the altar, paused, and 
disappeared again. 

’ The tour ended at the Murano 
Glass Works, where Madelaine asked 
for a job. "I've got my B.F.A in the 
States," she explained lamely to an 
amused young man behind the counter 
in the shop above the factory. "I'd like 
to apprentice as a glazier." 

"All of our positions in the 
show room are filled..." he stared at her 
and raised his eyebrows. "Do you mean 
you want to work as a glassmaker?” 

"Yeah. I, uh, graduated magna- 

"It's very hard work. It's a 
dying art. Young people don't like the 
heat of the fires." He knew English 
well enough to realize his words were 
falling flat, and he didn't care. 

You're not making sense. "I'm 
strong." Even flatter: The guide had 
hustled them through the work room, 
giving her just enough time to watch a 
glazier pull a bulb of molten glass out of 
the oven. Within seconds the glass was 
prodded into the shape of a laughing 
clown. To collect dust at a 
Massachusetts flea market for years to 
come, she thought. But the consistency 
of the molten stuff fascinated her. Cold 
maple syrup. She could imagine what it 
would be like to prong together a life 
size sex show girl, made entirely out of 
glass. 

"Never, in the history of 
Venetian glassmaking, has there been a 
woman apprentice. Only male 
masters," he scolded. 

She left the glass shop, 
enraged, jubilant. Outside, she spit into 
a canal for effect, and told her delighted 
grandparents about the blatant 
discrimination in Venice. "In New 


York I can be an artist, but here I can 
only be a little ragazza," Madelaine 
said, using the one word she 
remembered Hectore saying. 

Two days later they were 
flying out of Milan. Madelaine kept 
Madonna in her Walkman and her nose 
pressed against the flimsy plexiglass of 
the inner window on the airbus, wishing 

_ that the hard glass window just beyond 
wasn't there. The Alps were big razors 
below. "Whataya gonna do? Whataya 
gonna do?" Madonna sang at her. The 
first thing she would do when she 
walked into her apartment in Saint 
Mark's Place would be to call her agent 
and quit. 
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Untitled Fiction 


I went home for the funeral but 
stayed the summer -- it's funny how 
endless days and nights of drinking can 
pass the time. I was sitting in the plush 
surroundings of the Hotel Ambassador 
‘when I saw Tim, his fat head sweating 
and straining out of a tie-died like a 
noose around a yellow stained collar, 
the shirt sticking out of a shiny black 
suit. He had definitely gone to seed and 
was engaging an over-dressed barman 
in a conversation about his throat. "I 
have to see a specialist, they don't know 
what's wrong with me you see." To 
illustrate his point he was extending a 
tongue covered in white foam to the 
barman who was slowly backing away 
to the other end of the bar. 

It was in. the same hotel that I 
remember him working as a night 
porter, with the same ill fitting black 
suit except maybe a little less shiny. He 
was extremely well popular among the 
chamber maids, and he was always 
giving them his wages. In return they 


would take him to the linen closet, and © 


at the time I thought this a rather unfair 
exchange but it seems everyone got 
their money's worth, for Tim had 
apparently been blessed with the largest 
penis in town. Thank God for large 
praises as it were for in a small town 
fame is very hard to come by. I can 
vouch for this alleged endowment 
myself, and can remember as a child in 
the school outhouse taking a piss 
wondering if Tim was subhuman or if I 
was abnormal. It was in the same 
schoolyard that.he used to eat nettle 
sandwiches -- nettles being a vile 
smelling wild vegetation that causes 
huge painful blisters on contact with the 
skin -- anyway we would eat our bread 
and jam and Tim would have nettle 
sandwiches washed down with milk, 
apparently suffering no ill effect. 

A cloud of mystery surrounded 
his family; the house was always kept 
dark with the blinds drawn and the 
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weeds. growing-up to. the, roof. I |. 


remember on the way home from school 
with my. friend. in the rain seeing Tim on 
top of his sister in the ditch, moving up 
and down in a frenzy, her underwear 
around her ankles. I didn't know what 
he was doing at the time, but my friend 
said he saw the father doing the same 


thing to her, except she was facing the 
other way, on all fours. I thought about 
this on the way home barefoot in the 
rain, the mysteries of youth unfolding 
from dirty scuttlings in dark ditches on 
wet evenings. . . The father never spoke 
to anyone and was prone to walking 
around naked on the roads late at night 
-- he frightened the wits out of my 
mother on many an occasion on her way 
home. It's no wonder he eventually died © 
of pneumonia, walking around naked in 
the rain like that. 

The house was in ruins now; it 
had fallen down around him since the 
father died, and .Tim was living in a 
caravan in the front yard, courtesy of 
the benevolent County Council -- the 
same benevolence extended to travel, 
and if you lived to be old enough, ° 
become disabled or went insane at least 
you could travel on the buses for free. 
Tim took advantage of this convenience 
and could be seen on the buses daily, 
going nowhere in particular, just 
traveling throughout the countryside . 
with frequent visits to the doctor to 
combat ailments of one kind or another. ° 
In a way, I suppose, the buses were 
performing some kind of social function 


where the old, disabled and insane could: _ 


meet and travel back and forth between - 
towns aimlessly. All this movement of - 
the elderly and unstable was somewhat 
of an annoyance to the so-called normal 
populace and odd accidental tourist, 
what with hands sticking out from every 
tree, and the bus having to stop around - 
every bend; the time of arrival at any 
given destination was never quite sure. 
Tim was in preparation for one _ 
of these bus trips when I met him in the 
bar of the Hotel Ambassador having tea 
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and a ham sandwich -- no nettles in that 
establishment. It seems he was going to 
see a specialist in the next town over 
concerning his throat. He told me he 
was suffering from what seemed a 
lifelong case of influenza, a common 
complaint in certain rural areas. It is 
likely brought about by the malignant 
dampness always in the air and wearing 
the same clothes winter and summer -- 
the latter probably a direct result of a 
great fear of nakedness nationwide. He 
told me he didn't cook for himself much 
anymore and he took his dinner with the 
nuns every evening; huge dinners of 


gravy and mashed potatoes. He usually 
went with some other poor unfortunate 
lunatic to dine in the nun's quiet asylum 
-- first prayers and penance, and then to 
the business at hand: the food. 

He usually recounted to the 
nun's details of his bus travels, they, 
who were greatly interested, as 
normally they didn't get out much, and 
word of who was traveling, where they 
visited and what they bought was 
greatly appreciated. After dinner came 
dessert and a little organ music for the 
digestion. Apparently Tim had acquired 
his suit through the charity of the nuns 
from a former parish priest. The shine 
had been evident before Tim received it, 
especially in certain areas -- 


confessional wear and tear as it were -- 
all those afternoons of listening to sins, 
both mortal and venial could wear thin 
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on anyones’ attire, no matter how close 
to the Lord. 

Tim went through various 
periods of religious fervor. I remember 
seeing him in the church on Sunday, 
genuflecting and gesticulating wildly 
after receiving communion. On his way 
home from the hotel after work he 
would gather all the children and hold 
impromptu hymnal sessions by the 
roadside and later recreate, with much 
authenticity, the stations of the cross; 
complete with fake lashings, moanings 
and death. This fervor reached frenzy 
when Mass was being held in his house, 
and Tim insisted on blessing all present 
by filling a bicycle pump with soup and 
spraying the congregation. This was 
looked upon with much dismay by the 
parish priest, who later insisted it might 
be time Tim be considered for 
professional evaluation. , 

Tim never did receive 
professional observation, although 
drugs were prescribed to contain his 
religious zeal, and I suppose it worked 
for there were less nocturnal gatherings 
and the wild flailings during mass were 
reduced to loud prayer. Sitting in the 
hotel with his tea and throat problems 
he seemed more content. The bus travel 
took up most of his day and there were 
always those fine dinners to look 
forward to in the evenings. . 
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When I was in the second and 


third grades my best friend was a kid” 


named David. I wasn't into Barbie. He 
wasn't into GI Joe. We were both into 
catching salamanders. He didn't torture 
them and I didn't say "Eek". 

; He was the more analytical of 
the two of us. He walked around with 
volumes of Ray Bradbury, which he 
actually read, and was always scanning 
the ground for interesting rocks. He 
thought he wanted to be a geologist. I 
didn't really know what a geologist was. 
I wanted to be a writer, maybe an 
illustrator. Maybe a rock star. We had a 
number of common interests, though, 
and hung around together a lot. 

Of course, I was called a 
"Tomboy", which was inaccurate, since 
I hated football and all its relatives as 
much as David did. Had I been a boy, I 
would have been a boy like David. Of 
course, David was known as a "Sissy", 
which was inaccurate since he had no 
more: desire to play with a Malibu 
Barbie Suntan Van than I had to send 
GI Joe gallantly into Southeast Asia. 

Not only was I a Tomboy and 
David a Sissy, but we were reportedly 
"Sittin In A Tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G". Of 
course, we were not. The consensus that 
we were, however, was so broad that we 
were naturally put on the defensive, 
even though K-I-S-S-I-N-G had never 
once even crossed our minds. We 
eventually felt forced to avoid each 
other in school. I was thus abandoned to 
pass a good part of my day with little 
seven-year-old bimbos and muscleheads 
who reprimanded me for not acting 
more like a girl. 


Untitled Fiction 


were, in fact, K-I-S-S-I-N-G. I don't 
remember if we got any counsel from 
our elders. If we did, it was probably 
"Ignore them" or "Be Yourself" or some 


_ equally useless advice. 


As my friendship with David 
dissolved, I found myself even more 
often in the company of the 
aforementioned muscleheads and 
bimbos. I was even approached by one 
dashing young musclehead who 
informed me that he "Liked" me, and 
wanted me to be his "Girlfriend". This 
was the oatmeal-brained little twerp 
who entertained himself by spitting on 
girls' heads from the top of the jungle 
gym and then squealing, “Oh, I'm sorry. 
Did I mess up your hair?" He was 
literate enough, but he never read 
anything. He thought plays were for 
sissies and girls. If he ever drew a 
picture, which was rare, it was of an 
army tank. Even if he'd been a decent 
kid instead of a brat, I would have had 
nothing in common with him. What do 
you do when such a person announces 


that he likes you and wants you to be his - 


"Girlfriend"? I didn't know. I also didn't 
know that this question would continue 
to haunt me for the next twenty years; 
indeed, perhaps, for the rest of my life. 
It was only after I had 
responded with a vague, non-commital 
affirmative that I realized any of the true 
implications of the word "Girlfriend". 
To begin, it had the word "Girl" in it. 
This was in itself problematic enough, 
since I was not, of course, nearly girlish 
enough. Being a "Girlfriend" made this 
an even more serious handicap than it 
had been before. The whole thing made 


Now I'm twenty-seven and 
grimly aware that this was nothing less 
than a foreshadowing of similar ongoing 
social patterns from which I will 
perhaps never escape completely. It is 
my fondest hope that I can say "Fuck 
You" with enough conviction that these 
dynamics might be nipped in the bud. 
Furthermore, since people still insist on 
speculating heavily on the subject of 
who is or is not K-I-S-S-I-N-G, perhaps 
from the first grade until their dying 
breaths, it is my fondest hope, again, 
that I can say "Fuck You" with enough 
conviction to get them to mind their 


own business. More than likely, 
however, that much conviction doesn't 
exist on the planet. Little old me 


couldn't muster it, regardless of the — 


depth of my wrath. 

Back to second grade: Luckily, 
David and I lived within shouting 
distance of each other. We hung around 
together after school. Our friendship, 
though, began to disintigrate. Despite 
the fact that we still had nothing to hide, 
since we still hadn't considered K-I-S-S- 
I-N-G, the stress of secrecy took its toll. 
Sneaking around is a funny thing. It 
makes you feel guilty whether you're 
doing anything wrong or not. I don't 
think we could have felt guiltier if we 


me feel utterly ridiculous. Mercifully, 
this was second grade, years before the 
onset of puberty. The. novelty of 
boyfriends wore off quickly. I was 
granted a few years' reprieve from the 


_ whole business. 


When I did reach puberty, I 
graduated from being a "Tomboy" to 
being "Weird", which, truth be known, 
was probably more apt. I survived (save 
a few digressions) with my androgyny 
intact. I don't really know what 
happened to David. Even after our 
scandal, as it were, died down, he 
endured much taunting for being a 
"Sissy" and a boookworm. I think he 
may have gone underground and then 
re-emerged as a neo-hippie. If we met 
on ‘the street today, perhaps we would 
end up K-I-S-S-I-N-G. It is just as likely 
that we would not. 

These days I wear a dress to 
school from time to time. I cannot, 
however, remain interested in a 
conversation about hair for more than 
three minutes.. I am neither a bimbo nor 
a misgendered musclehead. As for K-I- 
S-S-I-N-G, I'm just as clueless as the 
next person. I live by a few loose 
guidelines. I'll know I'm in trouble if I 
find myself trying to look like Barbie in 
order to sleep with GI Joe. 


LEAH RYAN 


Ae 28% tte 


Ss & eas 1 


“6 RECS 


ESE: a sakes RY 
PES eS sabes PRO’: 


ot iy & a fogs. he 

SieHes o Suge Une. 
1 ee SPEDE 
vee & ES eo EF fees 
GRE. ch 
({ 4, Vitae & 3 
x, 


BREE f IW 
uP KIN 23 Kh. 
Re & ra © g 


. a 


ISMAK Os & 


AE 
Lad HES © 32 


Open from 7am to 11pm seven days a week 
14 Pleasant Street & Northampton - 


Live-E2(72L0)2 
Ben Ea 


TTLLEGS 
(eS 


Z0010 VIN ‘IsuE4ywy 
"IG JUBSBa}d YINOS 69 


Pai 
& 
3 
& 
3 
ee 
2 
WwW 
| 
~ 
~l 


HEEMRICE 
PONE GALD D BBs SLIT som O 


ree & sauk 


© Sane peeQe e 


“$F 


SoM. °S 
NEU BrrcDorte “HBV BELA 


{8-17 - CAGRM—I1 OS 


at 
Le “f) 


To Anne 


You can't hear me 
but the wind listens 

as gravity pulls 

wet lashes fight 

a falling tear 

down my cheek 

kissing my ear 


I lie restless 
Sunday's interest 
of herstory 

not history 
Anne's jellyfish 
middle-aged men “ 
been-bellied beauties P 
live their lives le; 
while their daughters . 
cry or die or lie to 
motionless. ac 


Or fight back. 
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SARA EHLERS 


Untitled Non fiction 


Well, uh, ‘welcome back from 


_ president's day weekend and all that. 


This started as a sort of critique on life 
in the ivory tower, but since I've been 
here a few months it's become some sort 


of social commentary. Oh well. I lived — 


here a few too many years ago to 
mention and I thought I'd describe how 
different it all seems now, but... Back 
then feminism was just becoming the 
filthy word it is today. Codependency 
hadn't even been invented (now I'm 
dating myself). All I thought I wanted 
at the time was an unfair advantage over 
men. I thought perhaps radical feminism 
would give me that edge. I felt sure that 
this campus would prove to be the 
proper breeding ground. Unfortunately, 
at the first sign of feminist activity I ran 
out of Davis Center, thinking I might be 
gobbled up by some left-wing women's 
group who could never understand why 
I still dated that other sex. I mean, I 
knew I had some doubts myself about 
the sort of guy I dated, but certainly I 
never hated any of them. (Well, except 
Artie, the date from hell after whom I 
nicknamed my first fetal pig dissection) 

Now, after all this time, I've 
realized that women who love women 
don't necessarily hate men. And so 
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what if they do? And I was recently 
informed (by a man, no less) that 
women automatically have an unfair 
advantage over men. This is it: listen 
carefully, those women (who choose to 
sleep with men) have an advantage over 


_ men. because (brace. yourself, now) they. 


get to see the true size of a certain part 
of the male anatomy that other men 
(who choose to sleep with women) don't 
ever see. What an advantage, huh? Just 
think of all the money wasted on 
education. I don't know, though. 
Somehow I don't think corporate 
ladders will be scaled with this valuable 
information. But, hey, who am I to say? 

So, here I am, still without an 
unfair advantage over men and I'm 
wondering why I thought I ever needed 


‘one? Oh, yes, now I remember. I read 


this book The Women's Room and I 
was amazed at the amount of shit 
women had to deal with just before the 
birth of MY generation, whatever that 
is. It was, and undoubtedly still is, a 
fine piece of literature. And now this 
feminist bible has now been replaced by 


such classics as women who love too 
much, struggles for intimacy, struggles 
for independence, dances with anger, 
intimacy and now wolves. 


We even have some Pretty 
Woman rescued by an handsome dude 
right there on the big screen. Is that a 
new story? It sounds vaguely familiar 
to me. And last year's blockbuster 


. (starring Susan S. of “Damn it, Janet, I 
~ love -you"~-fame) has -become~the — 


‘feminist’ epic of the nineties complete 
with female bonding which, of course, 
ends in double suicide. Why couldn't 
they have made it to Mexico and started 
their very own escort service, I ask you? 
It shows that now a woman can walk 
into a bar without a man (unlike the 
heroine of the Women's Room) but God 
forbid she dance with a guy all night 
because that would give him every right 
to run her off to the back of some 
convertible, exposing subtle, lacy 
undergarinents covering some firm 
derriere and then... well, you've 
probably seen the film. I've heard that 
some of that movie was a little 
insensitive in its depiction of men, that 
every male character was a bogus 
stereotype. I wonder. Just how many 
male investigators are as empathetic and 
compassionate as that one? A true 
challenge for such emotionalism would 
have been if Susan S. had played an 
incest survivor who had never 
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prosecuted. Now that might have been 
an enlightening little twist. 

I'm not sure what all this 
means but it seems things have not 
changed much, if Hollywood is any 
indication. My point is that there still 


“seems tobe some*mysterious battle of 


the sexes going on. And here I am back 
at an all women's (or is it womyn’'s?) 
college again. -Maybe we should just 
face facts here. Men and women are 
probably raised on two entirely different 
planets, then thrown together at puberty 
with our memories erased and replaced 
by some false collective consciousness 
which leads us to believe we have lived 
together (happily) all along. That might 
explain the problem, don't you think? 
Or maybe this is all bullshit. 
Nothing's changed for the better. Jodie 
sold out to do some exceptional kid 
flick, the NEA's still trying to silence 
Karen Finley and Holly Hughes, and the 


closest thing I've seen of art or reality 
on film has been "My Own Private 
Idaho". I did get a lame note from my 
father, saying he's sorry, ( I think) that's 
a change. 

LAURA BROWN 
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HELLO 


To the editor: 

"A brain for robots has 
been created on Amiga Library 
Disk 411. Join/Stop/Expose the 
underground movement towards a 
cybemetic economy: Republish this 
message." 

Sincerely, 

Arthur T. Murray, 

Seattle, WA. 


Dear Perkins Friends, 

Just went back to 
Northampton, my former 
hometown, recently. Both houses, 
on Market and Arnold, where I 
used to live are now parking lots. 

I witnessed the 
gentrification process that started 
around 1978, expelling the natives, 
musicians, artists and the mentally 
ill from the town. 

I read your paper and 
found it interesting. See the 
enclosed: it was done out of 
boredom and the personal and 
intellectual mediocrity of most co- 
workers with 3rd rate ncollege 
degrees. The paper had a short life 
and a few chosen readers, however 
the fun of writing never stops. 

Raul Feliciano 

Brooklyn, N.Y. 


DREAD & SURPLUS 


To the Editor: 

Be it known that i have 
resolved not to shop at Bread and 
Circus, at the very least till they 
change their discriminatory hiring 
practices. Certainly as a shopper, 
and "potential employee” i have 
experienced the same prejudice as 
Corwin Erixon attests to in his 
article to Perkins Press. At just 
asking for an application at Bread 
and Circus i was treated with 
amazement that i would even ask 
for an application. As a shopper 
this prejudice is evident in subtle 
yet discernable discrimination. 
One only need look at the 
homogeneity of their employees to 
see that their discriminatory 
policies extend to almost all. 


Certainly i will not continue the 
hypocrisy of supporting such a 
business with all my dollars. What 
i ought to have been doing for a 
long time is supporting the local 
food coops solely, and i call on all 
people of conscience to put their 
money where their principles are 
and Boycott Bread and Circus. 


Harp 
Amherst, MA. 


Hello Perkins Press, 

Many thanks for printing 
the story on Bread & Circus, 
though I'm sure you're aware that 
‘discriminatory hiring practices is 
one of the lighter evils propegated 
by our local racist health food store. 
That it has continued to prosper 
with nary a whisp of attention from 
the local media attests to the need 
for a publication of your caliber. 

Yours sincerely, 

Anonymous B&C worker. 


13 Perkins Ave, Northampton, MA 01060 
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Poor William Kennedy Smith had 
Everything. Good Looks, Money, 
A promising Medical Career. Who 
would have guessed he would be 
striken with a Rare Psychological 


Disorder that threatened to take 
it all away? William Kennedy Smith 
was tragically unable to recall his 


After much intensive therapy, 
however, it became clear that Willie 
had been misdiagnosed. In a Recent 
Interview, Dr. Ruth revealed her 
findings on the case: 


IN YOUR EYE 


To Perkins Press- 

Regarding the 
signification of the "golden needle," 
besides being a silly article, I think 
the main point this girl is trying to 

_ get across is that the loneliest thing 
~ (didn't mean that) in the world is 
trying to create a future. Whoever 
mass-produced this cartoon doesn't 
seem to understand that man, I 
emphasize man, has the difficult 
task of creating children in all of 
mankinds history. We live in an 
age where people buy so many 
products that can harm ourselves 


~ that we kill our human flesh 


without even knowing that our 
bodies are meant to be "touched" 
with other human bodies. 

Signed, 

Mark Sullivan 


HELP 


Dear Brothers and Sisters of 
Supporting Organizations in 
Massachusetts, 

In the name of our 
brothers and sisters in Latin 
America and on behalf of those 
working in this parish and in Centro 
Pastoral Rutilio Grande, we send 
you warm and heartfelt greetings. 

It is with great joy and 
hope that we write to you to share 


our work and future projects in the - 


continuing support of our friends in 
Latin America. 
Centro Pastoral Rutilio 
- Grande opened its doors in 1984 
becoming the first center for 
Central American refugees in 
southern California. 
With three areas of action, 


Ny 
fy-doy by 


ot f 
a 


Oh, that’s an orgasm...I thought that i -~// 
was just a Kennedy Thing. 


our work has included the 
folllowing: 

1) Sustain a shelter for refugees, 
Casa Rutilio Grande, which has 
served some 6,000 persons from 
Mexico and Central America. 

2) Create Base Communities as a 
network of assistance for the work 
of education and awareness for the 


community of this part of 


California. 

3)Promote the work of solidarity, 
attending directly to the material 
needs of various communities in El 
Salvador, Guatemala and New 
Mexico. 

It is our wish to continue 
offering these very necessary and 
urgent services for so many of our 
Latin American brothers and. 
sisters. However, due to’ the 
national and international economic 
crisis we find it necessary to come 
to you to ask for your help of 
solidarity. 

Concretely we ask that 


you consider the possibility of 


organizing events with different 
organizations, schools, churches, 
unions, etc., in which it would be 
possible to demonstrate the 
continued urgent needs of our 
brother and sister refugees here in 
the United States. There are also 
various projects which hope for an 
immediate response especially in 
the reconstruction of a new El 
Salvador; concretely with the newly 
repopulated communities located in 
the Departments of Usulutan, San 
Vicente and San Salvador-Guazapa. 


We also have specific requests for 
help from Guatemalan refugees 
who live’ in the camps in 
Campeche, Mexico. 

We would like to share 
our experiences and the material we 


have at hand so that you may have 


Lick it 
Stamp it- 
Send it 
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Broken Hearted, Willie sought - 
professional help. Transcripts from: 


§ these sessions were later used as an 


aid to clearing him of rape charges. 


His Fiance, Alexis Hemmingway 
Kennedy Onassis Vanderbilt, broke 
off their relationship in a Flurry of 
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Rare Condition: [Orgasmus} 
Forgettus 


as to zee actual nature of orgasm. It 
seems zat vonce it vas explained to 
him vat vas an orgasm, he said: 


Tune in next time for our Indepth 
Story, "What Do You Get For The 
Girl Who Has Everything?" Is it 
really true that Micheal Jackson 
Purchased Lenin’s Body from The 
Soviet Union to Give to Liz Taylor as 
a Wedding Gift? : 


LENA *942. 


the chance to collaborate more 
directly with the thrust of 
international solidarity. 

I would like to thank you 
beforehand for any effort you are 
able to offer to this request. Please 
do not hesitate to contact me if you 
have any questions regarding this 
proposal. 

_. == May God continue to bless 
you and your efforts at service. 

In His Name, 

Rev. Robert A. Fambrini, 

S.J. Pastor 


AND FINALLY | 


To whom it may concern, 

It has come to my 
attention that the city of 
Northampton has been paying Ron 
and Richard, AKA the "poets", to 
act “weird” in downtown 
Northampton (speaking to the sky, 
screaming mock-bad poetry et. al.) 
in a concerted effort to attract the 
kids to come out and spend their 
money. Investigations into the 
Downtown business association, 
the office of the mayor and the 
lives and times of aforesaid poets 
are forthcoming. 

Anon, 

Northampton 


Perkins Press welcomes-all forms of 
correspondence from all sorts of 
people. Address to Letters to the 
Editor, Perkins Press, 13 Perkins 
Ave., Northampton, MA., 01060. 
We guarantee that all letters will be 
printed. 
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